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THE INCOMPARABLE SIDDONS
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degree, her sister-in-law, Mrs. Siddons, was to hers. But she
faithfully appeared with him, and, though in demand as he
never was, left London with him, when he, periodically, was
'sent down.'

Stephen's figure and want of art suggested Managership as
a likelier walk than acting. Early in 1792, he took the
Edinburgh Theatre Royal, but litigation with the previous
Manager, Jackson, and, simultaneously, with Mrs. Esten, his
competitor for the lesseeship, drove him to another theatre in
Edinburgh, where, in less than a month, Mrs. Esten, through
her influence over the Duke of Hamilton (o mores /) caused his
performances to be prohibited. A year later, Stephen got the
better of the lady, returned to the Theatre Royal, and, by dint
of engaging his distinguished London relatives, and keeping
himself in the background, achieved a success, which
diminished towards 1800, at which date he left Edinburgh,
During 1818-19, he was Manager at Drury Lane, and there
introduced his son, Henry Stephen Kemble, an actor, who, it
was said, possessed the strongest lungs and weakest judgment
of any known performer. Stephen Kemble withdrew from
active service shortly before his death, which took place on
June 5th, 1822, at Durham. He was buried in Durham
Cathedral. Of his daughter, Frances, sometime an actress,
who married Robert Arkwright, a captain in a militia
regiment and a grandson of Sir Richard Arkwright, we get
a picturesque glimpse in Payne Collier's An Old Man's
Diary,

It seems strange that Charles Kemble, the brother of John
and of Mrs. Siddons, should have been alive in 1854, till we
remember that he was eighteen years younger than the former,
and twenty years younger than the latter. On the day he was
born, he became uncle to Mrs. Sidclons's year-old elder son,
Henry, to whose son, also a Henry Siddons, Charles's daughter,
Fanny, nearly became engaged. Like other uncles who are of
an age to be their nephews and nieces' cousins, Charles Kemble
was never, except sportively, 'Uncle Charles' to the young
Siddonses. It was ' My Uncle John, and my Mother, and
Charles.'

Charles Kemble started life as a clerk in the Post Office, buto was ' not at all superficially
